scross the Atlantie This was his third
day out, and he was bored.
The boat was a medium-sized ome

himself always thinking of Black.

The man passed as he sat there—
tall, bard-festured, his hands clasped
behind him, his eyes bent upon the
The invalid who lay flat in a
chair by Brooke's side stretched out a
hand and touched his meighbor on the
coat sleeve.

“Tell me,” he asked in a quavering
voice, “is that really Mr. Gordon
Black ?"

“That is his name,” Brooke replied.
“He looks rather an interestihg char-
;::zr. Do wyou know anything about
im

The little ‘shan looked at his ques-
tioner wonderingly.

“Know anythung about: Gordon
Black!™ he repeated. “Why, a
or two ago he was the most t
of man in the States!”

“Is he a

“Why?' Brooke asked.
celebrity, then®”

The little man—he called himseli Dr.
Biganing, but admitted that he was
only a denti ;

“Of course, youre " he TE-
marked, “and vou wouldn't read our
papers - Gordon Black was the head of
a great railroad trust He man up
agamst another trust, controlled by Seth
Pryor, and they bag the greatest finan-
cial stroggle that the history of Ameri-
can finance has ever known.

“In the end, Black was maneuvered
into a false—position. He broke the law
and had to leave the country, It has al-
ways been understood that there was
some sort of an agreement between him
and his enemies that, if he left, his fol-
lowers should be spared. That's the
ydea, at any rate

“Anyway, during the last two months
Seth Pryor has suddenly begmm to
squeere RBlack's followers. Black is on
his way back to fight him, and Seth
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o who be is?" Brooke

“He's j:uthe
“l dunmo “his name.”

"The man's name was Blessing.

" He was of cheerful and sociable dis-
position, and’ appeared to have talked
to every one on board

He had never mentioned his profes-
sion, but 2 card in his po@xbot:bore

end statercom a little
the bath-room stewanrd

E

dress at an office on Broadway. .
He hmd never been seen to quarrel
with any one, .
The half-torn letter in his pocket was!
domestic and unimportant. ]
opposite ' the =pot
wherehb: hiad been found were Mm
with the exception of two, ope of
was occupied by a Mr, Baines, who was
with the doctor in his room at the time

made application to the purser for a

gram for a clerk to meet him on. the
quay with funds

The cause of death was a bjow dealt
with some blant instrument which was
not forthcoming.

tén. | Thers i no

"l

the inscription of * * with an ad- |

the affair occurred; and the other by
Dr. Browning.

Robbery was an im ible motive, as¢
the murdered man con=-

fessed himseli short of momey, had|
joan, and had dispatched -a marconi-|

Brooke listened to the gossip, Hstened 3

2 ! ra

Ve

doubt
the¢ ‘murder
was between half
t

mr‘mq to

- “From ten o'clock until
the =ffair was brought
v g

time when

to what every one had to say, and made
a few inquiries on his bwn account.

Mhbe shape of a definite conclusion.

a little later, while talking with the
caplain in his room, the latter handed
him s marcogigram.

“What do you make of thisi“ he
asked. “Tt was addressed to Blessi
Under the tircumstances, I felt jusu-
fied in opening it"”

Pryor has sworn that as soon as he

sets foot in Wew York be'll have himl

arrested.”

-y

1essec

"It 13 interestips.” other declaced.

He Teancd Bork 0
closed his eyes with the air of one
fatigued by conwersation. Brooke took
up his book and eet 1t down again.
Afterward. he decided that it must
been some mesmeric instinct
which -prompted him at that precise
moment to struggle up from his com-
fortable seat, throw aside his rug, and
stroll along the deck.

On his second time around he came
to an abrupt standstiil at the aft ex-
tremity of the promenade deck. A few
vards away from him, but in the sec-
ass portion of the ship, a girl,
profile wag gturned toward him,
s leaning over the rail, bending far
forward with, folded arms, in an atti-
tude which seemed to him somehow
Samliar.

Without -2 moment’s hesitation he
crossed the narrow plankway and step-
ped to her side

“Miss Robinzon!™ he
cagerly. “It really is you, then!”

She tumed and looked at him. She
was a little startled. Taken so com-
pletely by surprise, she seemed to for-
gef for the moment hEr mwhll un-
compromising attitude. Her beautiful
eyes were lit with something very like

have

pleasure, her lips parted into almost
tender lines. The moment was a reve-
lation. For the first time Brooke real-

ized that she was beautiful.

“It really is you, ‘then” she mur-
mured.

“Bat ‘what on earth——" he began.
“] thought you were going to a post in
the country.”

Already Her manner was stiffening. ‘A
touch of the old sullenness was in her
tone. She had been taken by surprise

“l think that yom -might have told
me,”" he proteste . -

She was already in revolt.

“And why?™ she
already accepted charity from you [
have lived for twesty-four years in
England, twelve of whichk have been
blankiy miserable. I aim going to start

agam.”
“Are you %gin to New York?"”
“To New ora.'f she assented.

“You have a position?”

She !;ﬁiﬂt:d. She answered him
grudgingly.

“T bave a place,” she admitted. “For-
give me, but you must go now, First.
class passengers are not allowed here”

“] wonden,” he said deliberately,
“why you treat me as though I wanted
to pick your pocket. 1 want to be your
friend.”

She turned away, her masner reluc-
tantly ungracious.

“It s mot possible,” she said.
fricndshiP. anyhow, isn't worth having.
Good by 1"

She disappeared through the com-
panionway. Brooke retraced his steps
slowly to his own deck. As he crossed
the bridge he was conscous of being
watched, He raised his eyes. Mr. Gor-
don Black was leaning over ghe rail,
deeply interested now in the uncoiling
of a rope below. .

That ?igll::. or ndmru:: the ml}
urs of the mornin o
:’c great ship was brc&cn by 3: sound

of hurryi footsteps along the pas-
, sage outside Brooke's stateroom, a

hoarse murmuring of voices, the fiying
Brooke

It sounds interesting,” Brooke con-

his chair and!“li we . caly

exclaimed |

, “1 have|the

Brookecghn:ad at the fiimsy sheel
It consisted only of a few words:

| Look out.

“Unsigned,” he murmured.
| “Unfortunately.” the captain replied
knew . who it, we
might know who ‘T was”

“Hard luck!™ Brooke declared. “Try
one of these”

The captain accepted one of his
visitor's cigarettes and parted from
him, a few minutes later, without any
very exalted opinion of his young
friend’s intelligence.

Brocke paced slowly down the deck
with his hands behind him. As he
neared the spot where, on the preced-
ing day, he had seen Constance Robin-
son, he glanced up.

She was leaning against the rail in
almost the same position, only this time
she had turned a little sidewise. She
was facing him, and, as he raised his
cap in salutation, she beckoned him to
her. He crossed the dividing bridge
at once and stood by her side

“You've heard about the murder, of
course ™ she asked brusquely.

“Natorally,” Brooke admitted.

She looked at him for a moment, a
grim smile upoa her lips.

“Who murdered Mr, Blessing?

“No idea!"

“And you on the spot!” she exclaim-
ed densivelv. “Fancy calling yourself
a man of observation!”

“In this instance,” he said simply, “I
am afraid that T mpst confess myself 2
failure. 1 have made a great many in.
quiries, but they have led nowhere. Per«
hags you can help me?™

PRQ suddenly hccag.lt Fﬂl\:f:i, !-

“As it ha;'lp-en: she repli “1 can.
Come nearer.”

He stood close to her side. Constance
glanced around and diew him to the
side of the boat

“Mr. Blessing was muwmured by a
man named Gordon Black,” she told
him. “Perhaps, as [-can tefi you. the
nime of the guilty person, you can do
rest.”

“How do you know?" Brooke asked

5;1: frg\qu.

“Mr. Blessing was my new employ-
er,” she told hum. "“He was a p'nPj"ate
detective in New York 1 did some
ping for him, and he formed the idea

t 1. was mtelligent enough to be of

T is ot board.

They led him, however, to nothing in|

1
]

eleven and ) than

d 3 ed. . For a
she said ' nothing. °

Mr. Gordon iBlack,™  Brosaks

"1 presame you - hgve no

r [ 2 2
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Then
there's Wednesday and Thyrsday—iwo
whole davs! | rwinn I'll fast that long
—somehow,” he added wistfully.

Brooke laughed at him.
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touched him on ‘the shoulder and pre.
sented him with a note

“For me?" Brooke heayd him ask.
“Left in your czbin, sif)” the man res
phied, as he tumed away.

Brooke watched his neighbor break
&emlo{thelumandmdmcrn-
tents. ' They seemed to consist of 3
few hines mwuthemdnpmd
into minutes the eves of the reader
mf still riveted upon the half sheet
of paper.

lg:mduﬁmal'mk
had the £ a

language, Thea Brooke
nwﬁnbla.:chin;ofthem'ichd&

the Sedden sitiver, the ‘quiiek,
fort to- recover his seli-control.
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appareatly stuffed papers, wa
m Brooke gaszed at 1t with
eyes. ;

“Why haven't you mentioned it be-
fore—told the captain or_some onme?
he asked . :
The linle docte. psused for several)

| moments to recover his breath,
| ™1 made up my mind that this packet

|should go ight from my hands to
{the chief of in New York™ he
said “E i sbout on
+board ship. | ided to keep silent.|

| Since then | ter t
!to death. Last night and the night be-
| fore a man has beeh in my room. My
trunk, the cushions here, have been
searched. | lay shivering in my bunk |

pafka was between my two mat- |

¥

use to him permanently.” othl!r" suggestions? I'm getting rather

“Wh’a.t. do you know about Gordom|keen

. She shook her head.
*] know that Mr. Blessing hatl been| «; =
$o Bastsbd 15 colf : t must have been Gordon Black,

evidence against)
him for complicity in the Jcmyli'\'.im L'b‘

Railway scandal, whatever that mi& B ‘But the man has a perfect, a truth-
and | know that he had succeeded. That

evidence was in Mr. Blessing's posses-
sion when he boarded the steamer. 1
expert it is in Gordon Black's now!
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feet of an urgent messenger.
put_his head out of the alleyway lead-

g to his cabin, i
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aak li.l;.l.'u tgll you this much more, if ¥ou | ners included & forged tramsfer.
:
i lessing | My

ful alibi,”™ *Brooke wventured to
“1. can't’ help 1" she persisted obsti-
nately “Mr, esu'm’ told me bimself
that he was affaid of him Those pa-
€
meant having them. He had offered
Blessing rwenty-five thousand
pounds for them and was refused”

* Brogke pointed 1o a school of por-

point

glaruftr, ou-f of the sort. f’f— poises,
essing refused. He ' was acting fof |~ “] 4 somethi "
a client—Gordon Black’s enemy. | he sulgnc‘st:gk fih\){:t ane o gheon

u going

to do when you get to New ﬁrk!"
Give evidence against Gordon Black
_his trial for murder, 1 hape,” she re-
doggedly. “Afterward—well, I
something.
gt Bl mvaba eighuoe. hod

invalid nei
. smothered over

spoke to him pleasantly,
sed on but for the

at
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! cealed behind the mask of those

y “Of course you willl” be declared
| encouragingly. up your mind
that you're going to get better. That'
the way.” »

| A queer little smile flickered for a
moment upon the y lips. . The man's
face was almost ghastiy.

“There isn'{ any chancd of that,” he
said simply, “I'd like to live out the
| voyage—that's all’

The purser came along and paused
to talk cheerfully for a few minutes
'to the ship’s invalid. Broake lay with
hali-closed eyes, looking out upon the
sed
| His thoughts wandered from the pa-
| thetic little figure by his side to,; Mr.
Gordon Black. who was strolling up
and down the deck smoking a cigar.
! Brooke felt a B&uﬁlr interest ¥ study-
! ing the dark, handsome face.
| sf'hatthemhadbeenlbuﬂ
Lventurer, a buccaneer of finance,
| true without a doubt.  'Was there
| the shadow of that ghastly crime

18538

| features and level brows? )

. Tl!\:r-c wl;gnﬂ blast from ‘the
| fog-hotn; © passed into a little
ib:f:k of white mist. Immedjately after-
'ward a cabin ¥ um'up.w“d.

Brooke locked down mpon it with a shudder,

There was no langer any doubt
Tragedy and Mr, Gorden Black walked
band in hand!

The next day they ran into g storm.
The whole outlook was u y
dreary. - About 11 o'cleck a cabm
steward eame to Brooke in the smok-

ing-room.
“1 beg your pardon. sir.” he said.
“Dr. Browning, the old gentleman who

is ill, would take it as“a great favor if
you would stép down to his statercom
dor a moment. The gentleman's
very bad indeed, sic,” he added con-

fidentially.
“Sure bhe meant me?” Brooke asked,
a little puzzled
nly, sir,” the man replied. "He
wanted to speak to you most particalar”
Brooke made his way down below at
once. The little man wias lying hali-
dressed upon the n!?bcngmdhhnp-
was _ghastly, e motioned
rnmwuhm close the dgor. :
“Sorry to find you queer” the latter)
remarked cheerfully. - “This weather's
to knock any oné over."

| around the deck jor a momen
Gordon

{ fimally advancing to

| Brooke ook

| s
itk

*“Who was the man?" Brooke asked |
] couldnt reach the Light—] dared|
have turned it om if [ could have
done 30" was the almost plaintive re-|
“It might have beem a steward.|

once—But now—you see|
am. [ can't bear anpther night. |
want you to-take this packet.” |
Once mote he produced the envelope !
“What am

it.
I to do with it?”
“Keep it until we are safely off the|
teamer,” Dr. Browning begged. “Bring !
to me the moment after we land. 1|
shall be at No. 387, the \\'aldorf—.ﬂ.se{
toria. )lm 15 already engaged. 1
shall ke e and wait for you."
Brooke thrust the packet imto the
breast pocket of his tweed coat which|
he burtoned up closely. |
“Very ”“IL" he promised, “T'll do as|

you say. .
The little man leaned back upon his|

sofa. .

Brooke tiptoed his way out of the
statercom and sat n his steamer chair
upon the deck for an hour without
moving.  Theh he rose and made his
wiy to the secomd-class portion of the
ship, where be found Comstance in a

tered corner.
upposing,” be said, “I was able to
toward the clearing up of this
affair, 1 take it that it would be
a sort of sansfaction to you?”

“It would be more than that,”
answered firmly.

.

=

she

“Very well, then,” he continued “I
am by way of a bargan. Sup-
posing 1 succeed, you lunch with

me at the Waldorf-Astoria at 1 o'clock
on the day after we arrive, and will you
promise to let pe know your -where-
abouts for the first month of your stay
in New York?

She looked at him, a little softened—
and yet suspicious

“l can't see what satisfaction that
would be to you,” she remarked

“My lookout, that, isa't it7” he re-
minded her genotly.

“] havent any clothes to come out to
luncheon. in,” she told him.

“If vou will wear the clothes,” he re-
plied, “which yon wore when you came
on the steamer——"

“Well, [ had to have a new frock”
she interrupted, a bLttle defiamtly, “and
I couldn’t come abroag without a new
hat, could I

He langhed.

“I's a bargain, then”

“Aren't you going to tell me any-
thing?" she asled.

“Not at present,” he replied. “To tell
you the truth, there's so much that I
don't understand myseli.” 1

|

The end of the voyage, so cagerly|
looked forward to by many of the pas-|
sengers, 'was certainly not disappointing
in the matter of sensation.

The steamer was boarded in the har-|
bor by.two detectives, whose every
movement was watched with intense)
interest. They made their way at once|
o the captain's cabin, where they re-|
mained for at least a quarter of an hour.

When they returned to the deck they
came face to face with Mr. Gordon|
Black. He was smoking a large cigar|
and, 5o far from showing any signs of
discomfiture, accosted the two men and |
shook hands with them. A shght sense)
of disappointment began to Manifest it-|
self among the passengers. They were

now nlmls:d to the landing stage and
Mr. Gerdon Black, whose arrest by,

the New York police had been looked
upon a3 a certainty, remained very much
at liberty. The two detectives were

ing to no one nor showing any sigas |
of immineat action. It seemed, too, as|

S OPPENHEIM

| well

th roses which were lying by her plate.

“Well™ bhe announced cheeriully,
“I've ordered luncheon—all manner of
weird dishes, with just one or two we
are sure of. [ dida't erder champagne
because [ thought you'd prefer that for
dinner.”

“What do you mean?” she asked,
half indignantly.

“Never mind™ he replied “I cac
see you are bubbling over with ques-
tions. Read the papers this moming "

She shook her head

“I've been too busy.”

“Then I'll have to tell you a few
ga;uhﬁnt." he u;d.zh"’rhc whole af-
air hinges aroum - e
between Gordon Black mm%
Black stepped ovir the line a bit and
had to leave the coumtry. The doco-
ments which wounld have imcrrmimated
him were in England.

{ » “Blessing went over, as Pryfr’s agent,

fo buy them. OQur htle friend, Dr
Browning, who has a dozen aliases, and
who is more wanted by the New York
police than any other manm on earth,
was on to’ the game, only what
be wanted was to steal the papers. Very
Blessing gets them.  Gordon
Black, acting on a himt he received
from New York, sails for home.

“Dr, Browning—Tim, the New York
police call him—books on the same
steamer. Tim morders Blessng and
gets hold of the documents. Having
got them, he tries to think out the safest
way to make use of them. Blessing
was murdered outside his door. On the
whole, it is safer for him to land in
New York wthout those documents
in his possession,

“He pitches on the most ingenuous-
looking of his fellow-passengers and
hands them over to me to take care of.
One or two little things about the man,
however, during the last few days, gave
me to think, as one says. [ watched
him liké a bynx for the last twenty-four
hours and was convinced that he was
shamming. The rest is obvious”

“And what about Mr. Gordon
Black *™ she asked

“Therein,” Brooke replied, “lies the
humor of the situatson, if ome can use
e o gy ey s

e R two great s
headed by Black and Seth Pryor made
peace one |day last weelk docu-
ments for which our little friend
to. get- $1,000000, and for which Mr,
Blackk had actmally bid £25000, are
valueless. - Quite a dramatic hintle busi-
ness, wasn't it?"

“What about the note which you saw
Mr, Gordoa Black receive on deck?

“That was from Browning, although
he dida't sign " Brooke explained.
‘It was just a little remmder that those
documents were still in existence”

“There isn't anything in Life™ she
said softly, “so wonderful as to realize
these things going om around you; to
watch other people and wonder what
secrets they are carrying about with

m.

“I'm glad you feel like that,” Brooke
answered, “because that sort of thing
is a hit of hobby of mine, too, Found
another post vet?”

“Not yetr.”

“1 offer you one,”
her glass with hock,
panion, and X

She put out her hand, checking him,
as if his words had smittea her with
poignant edge.

“No, no,” she pleaded, her soft eyes
appealing to- him sorrowfully; “wait,
please wait1” *

He lapsed into thoughtful sience
Perhaps he was pushing the matter rath-
er indelicately, somewhat hasuly. So
he reasoned, after a munute's cogitation.
Better wait, indeed, than ruin 1t all

“You, had joined Blessing.” said he
slowly, looking at her with frank di-
rectness, “and meant to help him in his
detective work.” )

She podded, the fush of excitement,
due to the crims which she had staved
off, brightening her cheeks and hps.
Brooke wanted to kiss her. He wanted
to tell her so. But it might be wiser—
of course, it would be wiser—to wat

He leaned his elbows on the table,
tatking across ® her coafidentially.
“What do vou say to a parmmership—

ke declared, filling
“Secretary, com-

though the murderer of‘ Mr. Blessing | husiness—with me as the other mem-
were to walk off the ship unmolested. | per of the firm?” he suggested. “Let’s

Then there was a little commotion at|open a detective buresn mn London—
the companionway. Two of the stew-| there's 3 world of work waiting—on
ards mgtged. carrying & steamer chair| cqual terms.” v
upon Dr. Browning was stretched| 'She shook her head. “I have no capi-
out. He was wearigg a shore-going! yal for such a venture,” said she. I

hat, and, though his appearamce was
ghaptly, he was doing his best to ex-|
change farewells with thoge of the pas-
s whom he
18 chair was set down close to t]t:e
gangway and within a few fect of the
detectives. At that moment Brooke
strolled up. He pointed 1o the chair.
“I give that man in charge, officer,
he said to the mearer detective, “for|
the murder of William Blessing on)
uua bak:.bad pok jthout raising
o0 3 en Wi |
is voice in the least, but his words bad
been perfectly distinct. What followed
seemed . pothing short of miraculous.
With 2 si und Browning was
at the side of the ship. He sent sprale-
ling a passenger who inadvertently
barred s path, and 2 seaman who
made an instinctive movement mn;d
him be tripped up with & dexterity

f

L'h-f{h,,. wis simply

amaring.
':;!hhm Jor a moment and
feard a Then every one rushed
to the side of the ship,

must stay here and fighe"”

“Yoy have your brains and your
tvpewriter,” Said he, his face glowing
with the heat of his new idea. '“You
cap't reman here friendless, with no
business comnection, you knmow. Say
that you'll put your typewriter and
businesy experience against my capital
and join the wventure.

“There's a great field—with your well-
known talent as a2 business asset” she

| admitted, ‘catching some of his fire.

“Then let's call it done!” he ex.
claimed. “Well return by the. mexg
steamer, and I'll have you near me, at
least, while I—" he caught himself,
his ince paling, as if afrmd. .

“While you?" she smiled.

“Wait,” said he

She offered her hand. rictly
business partnership, Mr. Brooke," she
blushed. “And you must promiste me
not to mentiop—not o—io—"
was a supplication almost painful ia
her solemn eyes

' wait,” said bhe.

“A stni

| B




